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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
This is just the prologue, there's more to comel! 


Note: | do not own anything. This is purely fictional. 


Haysville, Kansas - 1982 


"You're not gonna make it", Lizzie said down from the ground. It sort of made me lose my concentration so | 
told her to shut up and keep it down. | was trying to climb up the wall of my house, to get into my room 
through the window. "Jackie, you're gonna hurt yourself.. come the fuck back down, just walk through the 
front door." | looked down at Lizzie, she was persistent, and shitfaced, that's why she didn't understand | 
couldn't just walk in at 3 AM on a school night. | had told her to just go home, and that | would be fine from 


here, thank you. She was still there and she was gonna wake my dad up. 


"Lizzie, just fucking go home, | got this, I've done this a thousand times." , | hissed. The last part was true, but 
| didnt mention | had been sober most of those times. Now | was not sober, like at all. | reached up and 


grabbed the window seal of my bedroom window. | lifted myself up and there, | was inside. | looked down and 


my best friend still stood there, making sure | was okay. "See? Wasn't so hard. Now off you go, Ill call you 


tomorrow, Liz" She walked away now, and | was relieved. 


The house was quiet. | breathed out thinking my dad must've been passed out on the couch, he usually was at 
this time. | turned on the light, changed into my sleep attire, and got into bed. | laid there on the bed for about 
ten minutes and had a cigarette. My mind was blissfully clouded by the alcohol and the weed and | felt relaxed. 
| felt myself drifting off to sleep when | heard the front door open and close. Shit. 


| knew it was my dad. | got under the covers and listened as | heard him walk up the stairs. He was clearly 
drunk, his steps were heavy and uneven. | braced myself for him walking in, and a part of me wanted to just 


jump out of the window again. 


My bedroom door flew open and | pretended to sleep. My heart pounded in my chest and | wished he would go 


away. Please just go away. 


"| know you're not sleeping, darling." My father said calmly. His voice was ice cold and it sent shivers down my 
spine. Tears were already rolling down my face and | heard him walk over to my bed. | squeezed my eyes shut 


as he pulled the covers away and picked me up. 


"Where the fuck have you been" He was holding me by the shoulders like a doll. He smelled of booze. His grip 
was firm and it hurt, a lot. "I've been in my room." And then a slap, and | fell to the floor. He paced around the 


room with his fists curled up and started yelling. 


"Stop fucking lying!" He hit me again, and | felt my head go numb with pain and | started drifting away. Then 


another punch. Then another one in the ribs. 


It kept going for about half an hour and when he was done beating me my face was bleeding. My bedroom 
door shut and | started crying and heaving. | had a sharp pain in my side, it felt like someone had stabbed me 
with a dull knife. | figured it would hurt even more in the morning when | was sober. 


The house was quiet again except for my sobs. | slowly got up, turned on the light and looked in the mirror. 
The make-up | put on to cover past bruises had faded and new ones had started to form. My nose was 
bleeding and | looked a mess. My blue eyes were bloodshot and my dyed black hair was everywhere. My Led 
Zeppelin T-shirt was blood stained. 


| sat on the bed holding my side and winced. | knew had to get away from this nightmare. But where would | 
go? | had tried going to the police about a year before. My dad was a former police officer and they had a 
hard time believing my stories. And when | came home my dad beat me into a pulp. My best friend Liz didn't 
know about these regular beatings. | knew she would go straight to the police and my dad would beat me even 


worse. 


| looked at all my various music posters. The only thing that made me get up in the mornings and the main 


reason why | hadn't offed myself some time ago was my music. Something | was passionate about. My dad 


wouldn't let me get a drum kit, obviously but | played the one at the music store a few blocks away every 
day after school. | was good at it. My music teacher at school said | had real potential. Music class was The 
only reason | bothered going to school. Sometimes | caught myself dreaming about being a drummer in a band. 
Silly. Or was it? | suddenly felt empowered, like | could do anything | wanted to. | was gonna leave, tonight. | was 
IT years old, | was old enough to fend for myself. Fuck my dad. 


| got up and grabbed a duffel bag. | pulled out some clothes and stuffed them in there. | grabbed my favorite 
stuff, my records, a tooth brush, some money | had hidden away, and other important stuff. | didn't think this 
through but fuck it. Fuck them all. | threw the bag out the window and climbed out. Where was | gonna go? 
How about LA? | had 300 dollars in my pocket, should be enough for a bus ticket. 


Chapter 2 - Playing the harp 


Author's Notes: 
Here's part 2 :) Sorry it took a while, had writers block D: | promise this will be a long story :D Stay tuned for 


morel 


LA - 198b 
Slash's POV. 


The hot California sun was setting over the hills behind the empty hospital parking lot, and the remaining sun 
light made the asphalt orange and yellow. The air was chilly and fresh, still | felt like | couldn't breathe. | leaned 
against our parked tour bus, an old wreck Axl had obtained for our tour around LA. My hands were shaking as 


| constantly took drags off my cigarette. Ash fell down on my boots but | didn't care. 


| cursed myself for letting this happen. For not doing something before it was too late. For never saying "Hey 
you're pretty fucked up, slow down’. "Stop hurting yourself". | never said anything, but then again none of us 
did, because at the end of the day we were all just as fucked up, and just as guilty. 


| was supposed to look after him. He was my friend. His family depended on me to keep an eye on him. It was 
just the way it was meant to be. | felt the lump in my throat grow bigger as the guilt ate me up from the 


inside. 


We weren't invincible. When | found Steven in his flat, passed out on the floor, not breathing, that had become 
abundantly clear. The world didn't lay down to us. 


| had been worried about him ever since he started shooting up heroin. None of us had done heroin, at least 
not on a regular basis. | was aware about what heroin could do to you. And within a few months Steven was a 
full blown junkie. He sometimes didn't show up for band meetings or practice, and we saw him less and less. 

He started losing weight, and he had needle marks and bruises on his arms at all times. His face looked aged 


and sick. When he did show up for practice he would usually be doing cocaine to keep his energy level up. 


| took deep breaths and looked up at the sky. Orange, red and yellow clouds were melting together. My mouth 
tasted of alcohol and it made me sick. | started thinking about how fucking short life is, about how short 
Steven's life could be. How it was my fault. | ran into the bus, found my stash of cocaine, and trashed it. 


| sat down and held my head in my hands. An hour had gone past when | saw Izzy's frame walking over the 
parking lot. He came in. 

"ls he dead?" | whispered and looked down. 

"No, he's gonna live, Slash, but it was fucking close". 


| dragged myself down the long hospital corridor. lt seemed to go on forever, and my boots scuffed against the 
linoleum floor. | hated hospitals, they made me think of death and unhappiness. Like a reminder that sooner or 


later we're all gonna die. My legs felt heavy and | had a lump in my throat. 


When | reached Steven's room | put my hand on the doorknob but couldn't bring myself to go in, like my body 
wouldn't let me, and | was stood there frozen | caught a nurse looking at me down the hallway. | felt 


embarrassed and eventually opened the door. 


Steven's room was quiet except for the continuous beeping of his heart monitor. Beep, beep, beep, beep. | felt 
like | wasn't supposed to be there, like | was an intruder. | stepped inside and there was my best friend and 
band mate lying in his bed hooked up to a dozen different machines. | felt shaken up and suddenly | didn't know 
what to do or say. 


My boots squeaked as on the lino as | approached the bed and | saw Steve shift in the bed. | walked over. He 
looked pale, he had a breathing tube in his nose and his face didn't look the same. He looked up at me with tired 


eyes. 


"Hey fucker", | said quietly and sighed. | looked at him, felt my eyes well up, and | knew that if someone saw me 
they would think, "what a pussy". Rightly so. The silence was abruptly interrupted by Steven laughing. Confused 


| sat down in the chair. 


"| don't know if they've informed you, but this guy just had a stroke", Steve slurred, while lifting one of his 
fingers and pointing to himself. | told him | had been informed. 


"Don't think I'm gonna make the show tomorrow night, my entire left arm is numb" Steve shifted and looked up 
at the ceiling. At that moment | felt deeply sorry for him. "I'm glad you're alive though, buddy" My voice 


cracked. 


Steve noticed my sad face and cracked a sly smile. "Don't worry dude, I'll be alright" | swallowed and took his 
hand, even though it probably looked quite gay. "The doctor told us that if you take any more drugs you will 
die. | scheduled for you to go to rehab once you're out of the hospital." 


"| figured as much." | nodded. "One of the male nurses in this joint came over earlier. When he was changing 


my bed pan | farted on him." Steve giggled. | burst into laughter like it was the funniest thing he had ever said. 
"Honestly | don't know how I'm not in the skies playing the harp right now, slash". A crooked smile grew wide on 


his face. Despite his condition he had a twinkle in his eye. The same twinkle one always saw in Steve. That was 


the reason everybody liked him, he had something most people | had met didn't. He found joy in everything. 


The next few weeks we visited Steve in the hospital quite often Our tour around LA had been cancelled, and as 


a band we just put everything on hold. No one had brought up what needed to be discussed. The future of the 


band. That was until Axl got a call from a record company. 


The rain was drumming hard on the roof of our rehearsal space - a shitty old storage space we had 
transformed into an awesome hangout we stored our equipment and, sometimes slept. | was tired and alone, 


practicing a riff | already knew | could play in my sleep. 


The storage door was pulled up and Axl got in and threw his jacket on the floor. His long reddish hair was wet 


and so were his clothes. "| have to talk to you." 


| was intrigued and got up and put the guitar away. Axl sat down and started talking. "Guns' N' Roses are being 
signed. By a big record company. This is our fucking break!" Axl laughed and looked proud. 


| felt my heart jump in my chest as | stood up. My stomach turned and | couldn't believe this was happening. | 
was so fucking excited | just embraced my band mate in a (manly) hug. 


"Holy fucking mother of a fuck" | exclaimed as | caught my breath. 


"So when do we start recording?" We sat down again. Axl got quiet. "We have to start recording in a month. 


There is no way to push it back. They made that very clear." 
| looked at Axl and | was confused. "What about Steve? He's not gonna be able to play in that short of time." 


Axl leaned forward and got serious. "About that... | talked it over with the guys. We think we need to find a 


new drummer. He's really out of shape, man! Axl said calmly. 
"Steven is a part of this band, Axl" | felt myself getting more upset and the joy from before had subsided. 


"They said he's gonna need rehabilitation and shit, we can't wait that long, Slash." Axl stood up and walked 
around. | was fucking pissed now. | was furiated by the way he was talking and | felt every fiber of my being 
yearn to strangle the shit out of him. 


"We can't just abandon him! Fuck's sake don't you give a shit about the members of this bandl? This isn’t just 
about the fucking money! Steve was a part of writing these songs, he deserves some credit!" | stood up and 
threw my jackdaniels bottle in the wall and shards of glass and whiskey went everywhere. 


After | was done yelling we both went quiet. Axl stood up and gave me a hug. Something you'd never expect 
from Axl just after you had yelled at him but | took that hug. Axl rested his arm on my shoulder and we sat 


on the sofa 


"| know things aren't gonna be the same without that goofball, but what about what we've worked so hard 
for? We need to do this, for us and for Steve. No bands get this opportunity.” 


"So it's official then Steven is out of Guns' N' Roses." 


